It had been a long day at work. I finally got home, took a shower, and ate dinner, now it was time for me to finally unwind. I was a huge FFXIV player, devoting a lot of my free time to the game. I turned on my PC that was realistically more expensive than I could actually afford, and logged in as normal. 


Only what happened next, was not normal. 


There's a .txt file open on my desktop. One that I in no way remembered placing there. 


It was titled as strings of random characters with my name at the beginning. I cautiously opened it, still wondering how it got there. 


I wanted to throw up when I read what it said. 


"I know everything. Everything about you. Every miniscule fact. All of your deepest, darkest secrets. And another thing I know, the people you least want me to send them to. 


I don't have to do anything with this information. All you simply must do is whatever I tell you to, whenever I say to do it. For example, I want you to turn around right now."


I swiveled around in my chair, but before I could register what was behind me, someone placed a rag over my mouth. 


The next thing I remembered was waking up on a bed that wasn't mine. The room I was in was dark, lit up erratically by flashes of multicolored light. 


My eyes adjusted to the room's dimness, and I realized it was just someone's… normal room..? They had monster cans laying around, empty chip bags and pizza boxes, and the multicolored light came from their PC. 


They were just playing a game, not seeming to acknowledge my newly conscious presence. Weirdly enough that game was FFXIV… maybe a person I had somehow wronged in the game had found my info and took it this far? The person turned around and rose to their feet, seemingly hearing me shuffle around even though their headphones. Or rather her headphones. 


The person was a girl, and one I had never seen before, or at least didn't recognize. She was chubby and had black hair of medium length, similarly medium sized breasts, and an ass that made me rethink whether or not I was really that unhappy with this situation. 


"Hello. I'm sure you have a lot of questions. Allow me to smooth some things over. My name is Kimberly, but you can call me Kimmy. About this time last year, I began to feel terribly lonely. Seeing other girls I knew get boyfriends, fiances, husbands… It made my heart long for a man to have all to myself. And so I started searching. I must've looked over millions of men, from all walks of life in all different places. But none of them were the man for me. I began to get discouraged, and on the day I promised myself my search would end, I found you, my perfect match."


"W-what!?"


"Shh, let me finish. You share my exact taste in almost everything. Music? Post-pre metal rap popcore. Games? FFXIV and Turn based JRPGs. Movies? Romance and horror. Hobbies? Gaming, DND, writing, and comic collecting. And those are just some of the bigger things, for example we have the same taste in clothing and style. We even have the same taste in monster energy."


"...So what are you gonna do to me?"


"I'm not doing anything to you. You could leave right now, the door is unlocked. But if you do, I would be warned that everything you have ever done on the internet would be compiled in a 'worst of' list and sent to everyone you care about. So, your choice."


"Not really a choice, is it?"


"It's a choice, just one so lopsided that it may well not be one."


"I agree. I guess I'll stay. What do you want from me?"


"What do I want from you? I want your companionship, your unconditional love, your adoration, your last name… But you're unable to give me any of those things, at least not yet. Once you are, I'll truly let you choose whether you want to start anew with me or return to your old life."


"I… don't understand."


"I want to make you my perfect partner. But you aren't ready to be that for me. And until you are, you will be my servant. My pet. Once you inevitably start falling in love with me, you'll get access to more and more privileges. And eventually you'll just transition into being my normal boyfriend, who stays with me because he's in love with me. Sound good?"


"I-I guess…"


"Good. You may not like this at first, but I believe you'll come to find that I'm the only person you'll need from now on. We'll have each other and that's it."


I was starting to get scared. She seemed completely obsessed. How did she think this would get me to fall in love with her? However, I did have to admit that she was my ideal physically, and her being so similar to me in interest wasn't bad either. But she was.. Psychotic! Nobody normal would do something like this. 


"We can start off easy. Let me show you my pantry. You're also something of an aspiring chef, correct? I purchased plenty of ingredients for you to make your favorite dishes, and as luck would have it most of them are my favorite dishes too."


"Thank you- er- mistress."


"Mistress..? Ew, call me Kimmy. You might be my servant for now but my boyfriend calls me only by my name and cute pet names, not something stifling and formal like mistress."


"Of course, Kimmy." I hated sucking up to her, but risking all of my internet history wasn't worth it. 


"...Don't talk to me like that. I don't want you to be some sycophantic dog… Despite the fact that I called you my pet earlier. Say what you think. Did I purchase the proper items? Is there any more you want?"


"I, um, I think we could do with some salt, to start with."


Kimmy's serious vaneer cracked for the first time since I had met her. She looked embarrassed at the fact that she was unable to provide the most basic seasoning, although she rebounded quickly. 


"M-my apologies. I suppose it slipped my mind. I will make sure to order some at my earliest convenience. Now let me show you your room."


She led me back down the hallway we came from, opening the door adjacent to hers. The room was fully furnished with tons of amenities, a PC that looked incredibly high-end, a minifridge, a full dresser of my favorite brands of clothes, tons of posters of games, movies, and shows I liked, and the thing she was most eager to show me, a ton of comic books which comprised a massive want list I had written up. The total cost of all of these books was probably around $100k, and quite frankly I was extremely impressed at just how well she knew me. There were even comics that I knew weren't on my list, despite me wanting them. 


"So, do you like it!?" It was getting harder for her to keep what was an obvious facade; she sounded more like a little girl giving a birthday present than a cold and calculating stalker. 


"This is… really impressive Kimmy. I'm not sure whether to be flattered or scared, honestly."


"Just because my methods are unconventional, it doesn't mean that I don't have your best interest in mind. In fact that's exactly why I'm doing this. I've read your journal, I've seen your discord messages. You're lonely too."


"...How much have you seen..?"


"You mean of your internet activity? All of it. Every single site you've ever visited. …Including incognito tabs."


"O-oh. And what do you think of that activity?"


"I suppose I don't have any grand overarching statement about it, but I find you to be very reminiscent of me. And I might as well stop dancing around it because you're thinking about it too. You have a very specific type of girl that you enjoy. Chubby girls. Specifically, chubby and nerdy girls. That's yet another reason why I picked you in specific."


"U-um.."


"Don't be embarrassed. You'll get this ass soon enough. My only lament is that you don't seem to share my main… Proclivity. Although with the use of exposure therapy that can be remedied."


"What do you mean by that?"


She smirked. "I have eproctophilia. Unfortunately you do not. The best thing for me to do is flatulate on and around you until you eventually contract it. I think once that happens you can finally call yourself my boyfriend. Understood?"


"What!?"


"As a matter of fact, I believe we should start right now. Lay down."


She stood over me as I laid down on what was my new bed, and dropped her sweatpants. "Like what you see? I'd imagine you do. If I was a slut I would take off my panties, but thankfully for you I'm modest. Once you're truly my boyfriend though… We're going to have a lot of fun. But for now, it'll just be me having fun."


She smiled as she sat down on my face, pulling her thong away from her asshole as she put it up to my nose. "I have to apologize once more, you almost certainly won't like this. As much as I look forward to you enjoying it equally, I suppose I would be lying if I said I took no sadistic pleasure in what I'm about to do."


I was unable to respond, but I wasn't sure what I would say even if I could. She seemed intent on doing… This, and I couldn't do anything about it. 


"Brace yourself. This won't be pleasant for you."


pppprrrrrabbrrrttt


A 6 second long fart rumbled out of her asshole, assailing my previously virgin nose with a stench so pure and raw that I would be surprised to find it in even a sewage plant. It was difficult to even describe what exactly it smelled like, it wasn't exactly shit, not at all really, but the intensity of the smell could only be compared to it. 


She started to slightly rock back and forth in a motion that I could only assume was her pleasuring herself. My nose was smeared up and down, up and down. She was clearly enjoying herself, and as she had predicted I absolutely was not. 


I was also slightly claustrophobic, so being literally crushed under her sizable ass wasn't a particularly enjoyable experience either. 


BABABBBRRRRT


And she didn't seem keen on stopping any time soon. This one was just fucking awful. I tried to get out, but she was heavier than me. I could hear her moan softly above me, still rhythmically rocking back and forth.


"I hope you can at least take some enjoyment from my ass. I didn't even have to change it to meet your ideal specifications. I can jerk you off if you'd like."


In truth, this was still a little hot. I was definitely a facesitting fan, and her ass was ideal. Too bad I couldn't enjoy it. 


BABRBABRBRBBRRTTTTTT


My nose was getting fucking demolished, these putrid farts were shooting straight up my nose with no filter. She started to moan a little louder, along with rocking back and forth faster. 


This whole situation was so fucking weird. A hacker girl apparently spent years looking for her perfect match romantically and that was me. She basically shared all of my interests and knew everything about me. And then there was this, her fart fetish. From the sounds of things, it was permanently part of the deal. 


The scent was starting to invade my brain, making me start to feel woozy and tired. The lack of any non ass air probably contributed to that negatively. 


PRARBRBTBTTTTTTTT


This one was particularly nasty; I felt myself start to fade as it rolled out of her puckered anus. 


I woke up with Kimmy sitting on the edge of my bed. She was wearing her pants again, along with a look of fear and concern. This was replaced by relief as she saw me return to consciousness. 


"T-thank god… I'm really sorry about that. I didn't mean to-, well-, I guess I got carried away. You probably didn't have any room to breathe. To make it up to you, how about I show you something I've been working on? I think you'd like it."


She led me back to her room, and sat down in her computer chair. She then pulled me onto her lap, an action that made me feel… Strange.  


"So this is my game. I've been working on it for years, and I put as much time into it as I can. I started learning coding for this too, but I guess I made a better hacker than a game designer. I have some things I've wanted to discuss about it with you for a really long time now."


She went on to show me everything in her game, giving detailed explanations about all of the characters and mechanics. She was a completely different person, passionate with a hunger for input. I found talking to her to be a great experience, she had a very, very similar taste in games to me and as she said I was absolutely able to appreciate what she had done. We talked for hours, discussing every in and out of her game. 


I had to continue to remind myself that I was literally drugged and kidnapped by this girl, and she was blackmailing me into staying with her. In all of this, she truly didn't appear malicious. Rather misguided to the point of appearing so. She seemed incredibly maladjusted, not understanding regular social norms. 


…Or maybe she did and she just thought this was the best way to make me love her? She was a mystery to me. There were so many different angles to look at this whole thing from. She was an obsessed stalker, but she didn't want to harm me and I could technically leave whenever I wanted to. She was cold and she spoke with a clear intelligent tongue, but she was evidently also deeply insecure. 


Hours later, she yawned and seemed to be getting tired. "Thank you for discussing with me. Your input is valued on the same level as my own. Now… I suppose you can go to your own room. If you'd like. Of course you could always stay in here with me too, but I'd imagine that's going to take more than one day. If you'd like to use your computer you can go ahead, but rest assured that I can view all of your internet activity and you only have access to sites I want you to access. And as a final aside, if you ever get the urge to 'unwind' so to speak, my door is always open, along with many of my… Orifices. Hehe.."


Her brief use of humor betrayed her facade once again, but she did seem much less intent on keeping it up after our conversation. Her sexual openness was also another weird aspect of this all; making me get the same kink as her seemed like one of the most vital parts of her plan to… Well, I guess make me fall in love with her. 


I just nodded and left, although the way I briefly saw her face fall after she realized I wasn't staying with her made me feel things that I didn't want to. I walked back to my room, and grabbed some food out of the mini-fridge. I must've forgotten to eat after everything that happened today. 


After I finished my food, I quickly fell asleep. The bed she had picked out for me was extremely, extremely high quality and probably cost over $10k when counting the pillows and blankets. 


I woke up the next morning having gotten some of the best sleep of my life. Kimmy was still asleep, so I figured I should go make breakfast. There was a brand new waffle maker, along with the ingredients I would need to make them. I also grabbed some bacon and eggs out of the fridge. 


Cooking was a delight in her kitchen, it was large and well organized. The one in my apartment was cramped and, well, not organized. I made quick work of the food, the entire process taking no more than 20 minutes. 


Right on time, Kimmy walked out of her room. It took her a few seconds to register what was going on in her groggy state, but once she did, she seemed thrilled. "Y-you made breakfast! How nice! Thank you so much!"


She gave me a long kiss on the cheek, making both of us blush. "I knew my plan was going to work. You're already shaping up to be the perfect boyfriend."


She sat down at the table, the same big smile on her face. I put the plates and silverware out, and lastly the food. She took a huge first helping, around ⅓ of the scrambled eggs, the same amount of the bacon, and 4 waffles. She was obviously starved, as far as I knew she had only eaten breakfast yesterday, if that. I decided to not eat much, saving the rest for her to finish. 


The kindness I was showing her was strange to me, again I had to remind myself that I had literally been kidnapped and held against my will. …But her intentions were good..? But the road to hell is paved with those same intentions…


Her food was quickly gone, and she took the rest of everything that was left. This helping was almost bigger than the previous, and she ate it just as quickly. The two of us finished at just about the same time, and I started washing the dishes. 


"Hmm… You're taking to this much quicker than I thought you would. Let's go back to my room. I'm still sleepy. Maybe… We could try cuddling..? My bed is more than adequate size to fit us both."


The disarming look in her eyes made it impossible to refuse her request. "I-I guess."


She smiled and took my hand. Her bed was extremely comfortable, and she tenderly nuzzled up to me. Her skin was soft and warm; she had clearly put a lot of time and effort into her appearance. 


"Mmm… Thank you so much for breakfast. It was so kind of you to do that for me. Soon enough it'll be like this all the time. Just me and you, as happy as we can be. You won't ever have to worry about anything ever again."


I couldn't decide if her words were romantic or terrifying. Probably some of both. She hummed softly as she hugged me, looking at peace and comfortable. 


I fell back asleep as she held me, sleep that was far better than I'd like to admit. 


Some time later, I awoke to her looking over me warmly. She seemed embarrassed that I’d caught her. "U-um… good morning. Again. I hope you slept well. I was wondering if you wanted to go for a swim with me. I live by a small lake."


"Um, yeah, sure."


She lit up, happily going to her closet to put on her bathing suit. She tossed me a pair of trunks which I quickly put on, being embarrassed by the slightly jokey, slightly sultry look she gave me when I was nude. 


Kimmy put on her own suit, making sure to show off her body to me. This ran contrary to her statement yesterday about not being a slut, although she contradicted that seconds after saying it. 


"Do you like it?"


"Um.."


"Don't be shy. Tell me what you think."


"It, um, definitely looks nice on you."


"Hehe, you're so flustered. C'mon, let's go swim."


She held your hand and led you to a nice lake. And she really did look great in her bikini. "Jump in!"


You did as she said, jumping into the clear lake. The water was cool and clean. Kimmy jumped in after you. "Water's nice, isn't it? And the lake is so pretty. Right?"


"...Yeah."


"Hey, what do you think is more  beautiful? Me, or the view?"


"This is a trick question, right?"


"Hehe. Maaayybe... But, honestly… Do you find me attractive? Say what you really think."


"I… Um… Y-yes."


"Mhm. I thought so. Well, I suppose today we'll have to find some fun that both of us can enjoy so we avoid something like what happened yesterday evening. But you'll have to catch me first!"


She darted off into the water, a surprisingly strong swimmer for her short and chubby build. I tried to catch up to her but she kept a fair distance, and after about 10 minutes of this I lost track of her. 


I searched around, but she was nowhere to be found. As I got out of the lake, I felt a hand wrap around my ankle. 


"Gotcha! Hehe. So, uh, what do you wanna do now?"


"I dunno."


Kimmy raised her eyebrow at me and grabbed my crotch. It was definitely hard. Maybe it was embarrassment, maybe arousal, but I couldn't look her in the eye. "I think I know what you want right now. How about we get dried off and go inside?"


"U-um…"


"You're cute when you're embarrassed. And It's okay that you think I'm attractive. I think you are too. There's a reason you caught my eye in the first place."


"..Thank you."


"Mhm. Now why don't we go inside and make you feel all better?"


"O-okay…"


Kimmy gently clasped my hand and led me back into her house. She went to her bathroom and grabbed two towels, handing one to me and using the other herself. 


I had to admit that she was gorgeous. Every second I could feel my already weak walls break down more and more. But she still kidnapped and drugged me, and was holding me here with blackmail.


Out of nowhere, Kimmy rushed in to kiss me. "Yesterday was the best orgasm I have ever had. I- I want to give you the same pleasure.


...As long as you let me 'enjoy myself' in a similar manner to yesterday. Sound good?"


Despite my inhibitions, I was way too horny to turn down sex with her. "Y-yes."


"I knew you would say that. You're so hard. How about… I give you a blowjob. And while I'm at it, I'll rip ass in your mouth. Hehe."


Despite the latter portion of her outline, I was in no position to argue when I was literally almost drooling at the boobs in my face. 


"P-please…"


"Gladly. Lay down, and let me take care of you. Just sit back and enjoy… I know it might be uncomfortable, but eventually you'll come to love it as much as I do."


I couldn't manage to suppress a moan as she took my throbbing dick out. "You like that, huh? So sensitive…" Kimmy pulled down her pants and panties, and used her legs to shove my face into her sizable ass. 


PRABBTBRBTBTBTBTT


Kimmy moaned loudly as she let out a massive fart directly into my mouth. Her leg muscles clenched up and I got pushed further into her ass. 


She started vigorously sucking me off, combining the suffering I had to endure in her ass with pure bliss from her mouth. 


She was really good. Despite the fact that I was getting disgusting air blown in my mouth, I would consider this a very positive experience. "Mmm… I know how much you love this. Just let Kimmy do aaallll the work."


PABTBBRBRBTBBRBTBBTBT


God it tasted awful blasting down my throat. It was so, so disgusting. It tasted like the breakfast I had made her, only heavily tainted. But at least Kimmy seemed to enjoy it. 


She kept working my cock, making sure to prioritize me over herself… But still making sure to prioritize herself too. 


BABRBABRBBRBR


I gagged underneath her ass, but I was also close to cumming. And it sounded like she probably was too. "Y-yes! Keep sniffing babe, you're doing such a great job! I'm gonna- AAaahh!"


We came in perfect unison. Her onto my face and me into her mouth. I would be lying if I said it was an overall bad experience. 


"You were amazing… And you tasted great. Did you, um, did you like it?"


I was short of breath. "Y-yes. It was amazing"


"W-what about… Y'know."lool

"It… Could've been worse?"


"Oh. Ok. I guess I shouldn't expect the exposure therapy to work in just two sessions. Don't worry about it. My gas is going to get progressively less bad to you until eventually you start loving it. And once that happens… We'll have our fairytale happy ending. Now c'mon, I'm sleepy and need cuddles."


I thought about what she said as she pulled me under the covers and shoved me into her boobs. Maybe it was best to just let this happen and start loving her. 


She was my ideal physically, she was rich, she was obsessed with me, she had the same interests as me, and she was willing to go this far just to get me to love her. 


But… she was antisocial, a stalker, she probably got her money from hacking jobs, she was obsessed with me, she was constantly gassy, and she was willing to go this far just to get me to love her. 


"What's on your mind?"


"Oh. Nothing." 


"Thinking about me, aren't you? I'm thinking about you too. Is there anything you need?"


"No. I'm okay."


"Mmm… You're so warm. C-can I… Kiss you?"


"...Um…"


"Am- Am I coming on too strong..?  Uh, I probably should've thought about that before, I, y'know… Sorry. I'm not much of a domme I guess. 


I don't know why I did it, but I felt compelled to. It felt… Right? I pulled her face down, level with mine, and kissed her. 


She seemed shocked, but equally delighted. "W-wow… T-thanks…" She squeezed me tighter, almost smothering me in her chest. "You're sooo cute…" Not long after, we fell asleep again. 


We continued on like this for two months. Kimmy’s eccentricities slowly became less strange, and I felt myself start to really fall for her. Our routine was pretty set by now, I’d wake up and make breakfast for us, Kimmy would bring us back to her bed for some “fun” and once we were done we’d cuddle, and go back to sleep for another few hours. After we woke up Kimmy would do whatever on her computer and I’d do the same until lunch. We would go out for a walk or a swim, and go back to work on Kimmy’s game until dinner. After dinner we would watch a movie or show and Kimmy would get more and more handsy until we had to take a break from what we were watching to let off some steam. 


But one morning Kimmy was acting strange. She wouldn’t say anything at breakfast, and she shut herself in her room after we were done. 


“Kimmy? Are you alright?” 


She blew her nose on the other side of the door. It was obvious she was crying. “I’m… I’m so sorry.”


“Sorry for what..?”


“For… For everything! For torturing you a-and raping you!”


“Kimmy, It’s-”


“No! It isn’t okay! Just- Just go! I won’t do anything. Just leave. Please!”


“I don’t want to-”


“I ruined everything. We could’ve been so happy… But I had to be greedy and I had to have you as soon as possible. Just leave. Never think about me again.”


“Kimmy, I AM-”


“No you aren’t. Get out. Please.”